When your fair cousin, blonder than the morn,
by you, the risen sun, I did behold,
you seemed to me two blossoms from one mould
to the like texture of a petal born*
But while the Angevin with never a thorn
gave me her eyes, as swift as saintly-cold,
your slumberous grace left everything untold
leaving your lover with a glimpse forlorn*
You with yourself communed, your forehead bended,
yourself your object, you your only care,
disclaiming all the world with lifted brow
as though both man and love your sight offended.
By silence cowed I turned and did not dare
to speak the homage that I offer now*